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AUGHTER OF THE DUKE OF MILAN AND NIECE OF THE POPE BY 

MARRIAGE, THE PUBESCENT CATERINA RULED THE NORTHERN 
ITALIAN CITIES OF FORLI AND IMOLA WITH AN IRON FIST.» THE 
DELIGATE BLONDE TOOK PART IN THE TORTUROUS EXECUTIONS 
OF HAPLESS TOWNSMEN WITH ALURID FERVOR.~ THE VICTIMS 
INCLUDED A SURLY BISHOPAND GOUNTLES5 BABES-IN-ARMS.-~- 
CATERINA, HERSELFA MOTHER, TOOK SPECIAL DELIGHT IN THE SIGHT 
OF GOLD STEEL PARTING WARM INFANT FLESH. IN 1488, HER LOATH- 
SOME HUSBAND WAS TORN TO SHREDS BY HIS OWN VASSALS.~~IN 1499, THE 
NEW POPE ORDERED HIS SON, CESARE BORGIA, TO CONFISCATE CATERINAS 
HOLDINGS.» THE NOTORIOUS CESARE NOT ONLY RAPED THE CITIES OF 
FORLI AND IMOLA, BUT CATERINA AS WELL.~ EXILED TO FLORENCE, 
CATERINA WAS BUT 46 WHEN TAKEN BY THE GONQUEROR WORM. 


RESEARCHED ANDILLUSTRATED BY JAMES OSBORNE ©1974 
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YA, GRIFFY, COMICS ARE THIS YEAR'S YEH, RIGHT“ 8 
HOOP! IF WE PLAY OUR CARDS | BAL A Pav te 





BEHIND THE SCENES: Our centerspread by R 
Crumb, this month's cover artist, casts a backward glance 
at the female posterior. When his own posterior isn’t planted 
at the drawing board, he and his Cheap Suit Serenaders 
tour the nation’s campuses and clubs with their down-home 
sounds. The band has cut a couple of LPs for Yazoo Records. 

‘Two of the Serenaders, Bob Armstrong and Alan Dodge, 
do a half page riff in this issue's “Sideshow” . . . PILLOW- 
TALK: On page 32, Art Spiegelman begins a regular fea- 
ture for our book, “Real Dream.” Help him dream up ma- 
terial by sending your nightmares to “Real Dream” c/o 
ARCADE. Dreams used will win a free subscription . . . 
Spiegelman also presents us with a “Treatise On Various 
Aspects Of Humor” . . . it’s no laughing matter (har, har). 

Jayzey Lynch's Nard n’ Pat plan frequent visits to 
ARCADE. In this edition, they focus on the nation’s fi- 
nancial woes. Lynch, kingpin of the Bijou Publishing Em- 
pire and denizen of Chicago, claims to be an economics 
expert. “Money is like dirt to me,” he says. “I haven't seen 
any in years.” . . . Jay Kinney, whose tour de force scratch- 
board piece graces these pages, made his album cover debut 
recently for Junior Wells’ latest on Delmark Records . . . 
ACID INDIGESTION DEPT.: Paul Krasner, editor of | [Y cnow/ wir nus guag gene 
the Realist, contemplates America’s most spaced-out stoolie Xx 
in “The Love Song of Timothy Leary"—it's illustrated by Worto, tt makes SENSE ¢ By 
Spain, whose fine eye is trained on the excesses of the Road 
Vultures Motorcycle Club in the latest Zap. 




















With the rent paid up in advance on his hilltop Observa- 
tory, Bill Griffith intends to keep his prying lens on us 
mortals for some time Ditto for the Pinhead (that’s 
Zippy), who, along with Griffy's regular stable of bizarros, 
will be running around inside our pages each issue . . 
Gilbert Shelton, father of the Fabulous Furry Freak Broth- 
ers, drives into page 28 with some hip tips for advanced 
motorist 

KEEPING UP WITH THE GLITZES: Diane Noom- 
in’s DiDi Glitz is busy-busy these day . . besides her 
“Sideshor jppearance, she can be found in the new Wim- 
mens Ci ‘omix and Young Lust #4. . . Ali e Kominsky, also 
doing a “Sideshow” act, has a story in “Wimmens” as well 

. . TAKE TWO: Two Independent Filmmakers, George 
Kuchar ee Curt McDowell, have produced short subjects 
for our “Sideshow” . . . George’s mock-Hollywood epics 
(like Hold ‘Me While I'm Naked andThe Mammal Palace) 
betray his Bronx background Curt is now making Song 
of the North Pole, a musical extravaganza about Flo Ziegfeld. 

Another “Sideshow” contributor is Michael McMillan, 
whose animation keeps him working between comic stories. S 
Many of the creatures populating his strips come alive in his 
Comet Ray Man . . . HE OUGHTA Z NEW Cus. el 1550E 


























current cartoon, 

KNOW: Kim Deitch makes good use of his experiences | fq COMICS ulysren CLUDE LAUHLY 
some years back employed at an upstate New York funny | [J aC K Re gericces ir” 
farm for his “Mishkin’s Folly” story . . . we hope none of 


the residents are miffed! 
You could've knocked Willy Murphy, creator of Arnold 

Peck the Human Wreck, over with a pansy when he stum- 

bled into a gay donut shop one 3:30 A.M. He swears his 





strip (on page 14) actually happened . . . James Osborne 
begins an .“educational” series on our inside front cover. = RETR Cain Ton 
“They Shall Not Be Forgotten” fills in what all but the most Sana ae ic NEXT TENSHOTS! 
JAINA ie NTRS 

pathological history teachers left out. JU a 

Remember Classics Illustrated comic books? Justin 
Green gives us his Shakespeare impersonation this issue in JUST A COUPLE 
“Classics Crucified/The Winter's Tale.” This regular series O' GEADBEATS 1! 


will boil down Goethe’s Faust in our next number. 

Musician/Writer Will Fowler brings us “Sounds of the 
Carnival,” our fiction choice this issue —S. Clay Wilson, 
the Checkered Demon himself, illustrates the piece . . 
THANKS FOR THE MEMORIES to Woody Gelman of 
Nostalgia Press, who allowed The Arcade Archives access 
to his vast collection of our Harrison Cady reprints. His col- 
lection includes cartoons by Lionel Feininger, W. E. Hill, 
Milt Gross and H. M. Bateman —all coming soon. 

Victor Moscoso rounds out our premier issue with a 
mystical back cover whose iridescent polychromous efful- 
gence makes the rainbow look like a piece of lead pipe. 
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A Brief Inquiry Into Various Aspects 





WHO HAS AN I-Q- 
OF 200? ... 


MY WIFE... 
PLEASE! 





ae 
of Humor-~_, © 1975 art sfiegelmarz—e 








A Joke «SO THEY TAKE HIMTO A SHRINK.\NHO SAYS... 
THINKS Hee DEAD ANE Misra LOOK INTO THIS MIRROR FOR 3 HOURS 
ILY CANT CONVINCE HIM OTHERWISE- lh 






































TRIUMPHANTLY...[f 
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‘ [7 THERE NOW 
THE FOOL DOES A WHAT DOES 
NOT ACCEPT THE THAT PRONE? pa 
INTELLIGENCE 
AND LOGIC OF Wea 
THE GROWN-UP \ li a 
WORLD. 3 4 Joa) 
HE IS THE RE- 
BELLIOUS CHILD 4 ~ 
WHO STUBBORN- 4 
LY REFUSES TO 
LEARN. 
MOST HUMOR IS A REFINED FORM OF AGGRESSION AND HATRED. 


SF. 


SH 
AT CRIPPLES, PARALYTICS, AMPUTEES, MIDGETS, MONSTERS, 
THE DEAF, THE POOR ANDTHE CRAZY. EVERYONE WAS YOUR 
POTENTIAL ENEMY WHOSE WEAKNESSES AND MISFORTUNES 
MIGHT BE TO YOUR BENEFIT. 


AND REPEAT: DEAD MEN DON TALEED.’ 
I MW ZAI 
i | fi it 


... AND HOLDS THE BLEEDING DIGIT UP 


\ THAT PROVE? 












THREE HOURS LATER THE SHRINK PRICKS 
THE GUY'S FINGER WITH A NEEDLE... 
Pi] ee 





Wy 





THERE NOW, 
WHAT DOES 





NN) 
E Wil 
ig A \| 









Co MEDIEVAL TIMES THE COURT JESTER 
WAS SEEN AS AN IDIOT, AND MADE THE % 
BUTT OF CRUEL JOKES. HIS DROOPING 
TASSLES SYMBOLIZED IMPOTENCE. HAV~ 
ING GIVEN THIS REASSURANCE HE |S. 
FREE TO EXPRESS HIS AGGRESSION IN 
THE FORM OF WIT. 

4 IN TIME, THE JESTER WAS SUCCEEDED BY 
THE CIRCUS CLOWN (ANDLATER, THE BUR- 
LESQUE COMEDIAN) WHOSE BAGGY PANTS 
MAKE THE CONTENTS SEEM SMALL. 
AND RIDICULOUS. HE IS THE ONCE LARGE 
AND MENACING FATHER WHO |S NOW 
POWERLESS AND SILLY. THE CASTRATED. 
FATHER FIGURE IS AT THE BASE OF 
MUCH COMEDY. 





MS opay WE STILL 


LAUGH AT THE UN- ‘emaeerbinrd 


\5 MY LaTesT Hogey 
RIGHT, DOC 7? 


INSANE PERSON, 
BUT TO AVOIDA 
FEELING OF GUILT 
THAT MIGHT BLOCK. 





Fe 


SN 
D 


BALANCE BETWEEN 
AGGRESSION AND 
AFFECTION. 


Stereotyped Characters in Jokes: 


OUR JOKE IS ONE OF MANY THAT USES 
THE STEREOTYPES OF PSYCHIATRIST AND NUT. 

IF THESE TYPES ARE REVERSED, SO THAT 
THE PSYCHIATRIST IS MOT PORTRAYED 
AS AN AUTHORITY FIGURE, OUR JOKE 
LOSES SOME OF ITS POINT. 








«AND HOLDS THE BLEEDING DIGIT UP 
TRIUMPHANTLY... [fit 











DOES THAT PROVE?, 
WH 


TIM OF HIS AGGRESSION BY A MEANS SIMILAR TO 
‘THE WITCH DOCTOR WITH HIS VOODOO DOLLS.) 


THOUGH WE FEEL SUPERIOR TO THE FOOL, AND 
LAUGH AT HIS DISCOMFORT, IF THE JOKE'S HOS- 
TILITY 1S NOT WELL DISGUISED (AVE BEGIN TO FEEL UNCOMFORTABLE 





THROUGH PUNNING METAPHOR THIS JOKE RELIEVES CASTRA- 
TION ANXIETIES; THE SHRINK/FATHER UNSUCCESSFULLY AT- 
TEMPTS TO EMASCULATE THE FOOL/CHILD. 


THIS GUY THINKS HE'S DEAD, SO HE'S 
TAKEN TO A SHRINK, WHO SAYS .. 











MEN DONT BLEED. Am 
th 








wwe AND SLICES. His BELLY OPEN WITH A IF YOUR SUPEREGO 
CARVING KNIFE ... fi Tl TW THERE Now eee CHUCKLE AT 
= i A =  OVEREXPOS 
TM | wast Does Ria TOMIGLENCE IN MASS 
; 











Bye. NHAT PROVE? DDEAD MEN MEDIA MAY HAVE IM- 
E Wal eas MUNIZED YOU FROM 
Me, . Q FEELINGS OF GUILT. 
A\ 2, ] : HY TRY IMAGINING THE 
e\-; Ftd SEQUENCE WITH PHOTO- 
mo 2 } GRAPHS INSTEAD OF 
te i f j DRAWINGS ( PHOTOS 
He " OF LOVED ONES) 























LOOK INTO THIS MIRROR FORS HOURS: “J _.SO THE GUY LOOKS AT HIS FINGER 
1A AND REZSES DEAD MEN DONT BLEED.” . “DEAD MEN BO BLEED!” 














THIS GUY THINKS HE'S A MIRROR SO HE [ao HE PRICKS HIMSELF WITH A NEEDLES... ] THREE HOURS LATER HE HOLDS HIS 
Gt TO SEE A SHRINK... 7 SHRINK UP TRIUMPHANTLY... 
LZ 6 Eee 


BEFORE TELLING 
{TAT PARTIES! 


on 


[AND SAYS... SGN PAINKS HE'S DEAD, SO HE'S SO THE GUY STANDS IN FRONT OF THE 
a Se ~ INK WHO SAYS: MI FOR THREE HOURS AND REPEATS... 
Lu ° a 
anh CATE MECHANI i AR A EN 
ill Z ING |S IMPORT y P 
te SWIFTNESS AND SUR: es MEN DONT BLEED.“ 
tes! lah ; C8, oS ‘a 


7 DEAD MEN DON'T BLEED!... 7 »-DEAD MEN DON'T BLEED 
I), ... DEAD MEN DON'T BLEE! y EAD MEN DON'T BLEE! 


DEAD MEN DON'T BLEEDI... «DEAD MEN DON'T BLEEDI... 
DEAD MEN DON'T BLEEDY.... ... DEAD MEN DON'T BLEED! 


NM 





LEMEN ! 
A_BIG ROUND OF YouR’ 
MOST CORDIAL APPLAUSE 
FOR FIDO THE PUP’ Looks TA ME 
LIKE TH’_NATION‘S 
ete et 'S IN EVEN 


DEPRESSION OF 
TH’ 1930s! 


EAPERTS 
DICT 
PRSASTeR. 








IF THINGS KEEP UP TH” WAY THEY’VE 
IN’ WE'LL ALL BE STANDIN’ 3 FERGET, THAT STUFF; 
See SN TH” BREAD Boss? put Bown TH” 
LINE SOON PAPER _AN’ WATCH THIS 
PUP! JUST TEN 
WEEKS OLD BUT 
CAN HE RIDE / 

















TH’ COUNTRY IS ON TH’ VERGE. 
OF ECONOMIC COLLAPSE AND: 
THERE'S NOTHIN’ WE CAN Do TA 
PREVENT IT, KITTY KAT- 








THERE! Now I CAN READ TH” 
PAPER AND WATCH TV. AT TH” 
SAME TIME / WASTE NOT 
WANT NOT, PATRICK. 
MY, icles PuP IS “ BE=DPARY Poor eazy 
ALENTED! "Zim DEPRESSiIO, 
COMING 





yam 
IM Goin ie Ny 
TA TH’ KITCHEN | 


/A_KNoW Boss, 
= 


HEY/ WHAT!S 
TH’ BIG IDEA ?/ 





THAT SETTLES 
MANS 








GEE S0SS, YER 

RIGHT? ACCORDIN’ 

TA TH’ PAPER WE 
E ON TH” 


RE O71 
VERGE OFA 
GREAT 





yours! BELTS DURIN’ 
OMMON) THIS UPCOMIN~ 
HovsEPET? DEPRESSION IN 


ORDER TO, 
SURVIVE / 






























12) 
ACCOUNT OF, 
TH’ ENERGY 

CRISIS! 





TH NEWSPAPER. HEY! WHAT TH’ DEVIL HEY KITTY IKAT, THIS 1S 
DROPPED TH’ SUNDAY ARE You DOIN’ EALLY FUN! BLUS IT DON'T 
COMIC SECTION ‘CAUSE NTS 
OF TH’ PAPER SHORTAGE! ! 

THERE'LL BE FEWER 

Books AN’ MAGAZINES 

PRINTED THIS YEAR— 
ANY THEIR PRICES 
ARE GONNA SKYROCKET? 
WE WON'T HAVE NoTHIN’ 
TA READ! No TV. / 

NO MoVIES? WHATLL 


WE Do FER. 
ENTERTAINMENT 














i WISH SaACTING 
suspicious WOULD HAPPEN “ 
GUYS # STOP 











HERE'$ YouR TOY, CLown!! 
NOW FETCH YOUR BOSS AND 
AM: == AND WHILE YOU'RE 





I'm BUSY, BUT, FoR You 
VLL MAKE ON EXCEPTION Y 
_ WHO SHOULD | CATCH 77 


ANO I'VE GOT AN 
IDEA WHOH 
HE'S A 


YOW WAY 
Am (OUT 
TH RAIN ? 






M2. SCHNU... SCHNOZ ME 


Hey it's MEL. 
(MNOT SELLING 
COOKIES ff 





COMEDIANS THESE DAYS! 
THEY JUST AZOAN -- 


THIS ISA RERL 
TOUGH CASE 





\S \T MIGHT Ss 
NOW... OF 9” ACTUALLY, ..Fi 
#7 VOB, YOU NIGHT WOR 
OUT JUST FINE =— ONLY IT SEV"; 
UCH A GOOD 


x2, CAUSE SOME CRUD 
LIETED 


'Y DIAMOND - 
g obed C4 TRING 


HMMM. ..BEFO@E | 
SOLVE THiS CASE 
rub NEEDA CLUE 
THI6. ONE \S L/TTLE.. 
(LL TAKE \T WITH MG 


OW, YEH-- SOMEONE LOST HEI STRING 
ANO THE GUY WHO HAS /T TELLS 
FUNNY JOKES \s THIS NEIGHBORNOODY 

me MAYBE I'LL STOP AND SEE AIOE. 

---WO0,'™ NOT ALLOWED YL! 


“SL POINTED My ROSCOE 
AT THE POINTY-HEADED 
BOZO, AND SNARLED. 


WHERE'S THE 
COKE MACHINE ?? 
TELL Mi 


\ SHOULD HAVE GONE 


. , FRED 
41ND PLUMBING 22 ROCK YEH -YEH 2! \ HI 
W ROLL=-WH??, TNO aie te core Gh ae 
a BYADOG.. 


iy 


UTM YOUNES 
GoT MY OVER- 
COAT. 


YOU SHOULDN'T E47 
THAT, DIKIE 11'S WOT 
V/TAMIN-ENRICHED 1! 


ie 


| REmEemMBER A £40; 
SHELOST A..A..- 


MY ACT AS 
NEXT, SCHMUCK 
\MEED TH DOG /- 


NAME_OF 
SCHNITZY // AND 
| FOUND HIM 


YOW LMA 
OUT \\ THE 


YOU SEE, |D BEEN HAVING AN AFFAIR 
RAIN AGAIN 


WITH FRED... AND \T WASN'T 
WORKING OUT... HE SAID HE WAS 
TIRED OF ME .. 50 \ HID WY PRICELESS 
G-STRING \N HIS 200M AND RE- 
PORTED \T AUSSING..T HEN, NEXT NIGHT, 


AND TOOK /T -... 
(15 ALL OVER 
Wow... AND | 
Bue Ge * 
GRATITUDE 

° “ 


THIS \M TAKING UP WITH 
MANAGEMENT! FREAK 
ACTS | Witt NOT TOL- 
ERATE “! COME, PIXle*" 
--PIXIE FF 
Do You LIKE # 


CHINESE *VI 
FOOD, PIXIE 72 


CEAVE HER | THINK THIS 
ALONE! STRING -THING 
REMINDS ME OF 
=> SOMETHING 7 
et q 
5 


NN 


2EGGO, 
TRIKIE 


LET'S GO, SCUNITZY “/ 
NOW WE CAN COLLECT 
OUR THIRTY CENTS! 


(KNEW FRED WAS KILLEDY! 
AND WOW \ KNOW WHO 0/0 17. 
BARON WURLITZER -- THE DOG 
(ER ..THEY HAD A FIGHT 


WITH 4” WHY VO 


\MAVE THA HA HOU, 


WELL -- NOW | CAN BUY 


MM A BASKETBALL 7 





—in@ ONCE MORE, WITH OR WITHOUT FEELING’ 
HERE'S A PLACE 


; , 
GA V4 THATS OPEN... 


























S87 (you HEARD“ 
WHAT MARK DID 


OH GAWD! WHY MUST \" 7 GoooNiGHT, 
YOU ALWAYS DO THIS? WHY SANELSON.' 
CAN WE NEVER TALK? 


ic 


K et 
HERE! OH GAWD, THIS IS THE OMELETTES AT “PANDORAS” 
SIMPLY RIDICULOUS] {> 7 {ARE JUST... INCREDIBLY FEATHE! 
< LL 
iz 


We a oe REAI 





q ( WE HAD QUICHE AND 
LOTS OF NICE,HOT, 


WELL.,| CERTAINLY 


‘BUT, BUT... DONT UNDERSTAND 
| DIDNT DO ANYTHING... 


UT! HERES My HANOLE 
AMED UR THEN | SHOUT! SS 


OUT! 
DN 
2) 


+) 


HEY, THAT LAST NUMBER WAS. MY SECRET |S, INEVER 
. REALLY, REALLY WELL DONE EVER REFRIGERATE MY EGGS. 





























What does it say about a society whose govern- 
ment will track down a retired psychology professor 
and kidnap him from Afghanistan in order to return 
him to prison in California, where he had been 
spending time for a couple of joints found in his 
daughter’s panties because isn’t that where proph- 
ets always keep ‘their sacraments? 

Especially, what does it say about that same 
society whose government will wage an assault 
upon humanity in a place called Vietnam that most 
people had never heard of before, then release from 
prison an army lieutenant who participated in a 

re of enemy civilians and answered “ 
” when Mike Wallace asked in horror, 


























more and more eyes to that kind of contradiction. 
But in the United States we bust our rebel philoso- 
phers for possession of grass. And so Timothy Leary 
landed in solitary confinement at Folsom Prison, 
right next to good old Charlie Manson’s cell. 

Ina statement that crystallized a cover-up more 
incredible than Watergate, Charlie informed Tim: 
“They took you off the streets so that I could con- 
tinue with your work.” 


babies?” 


LSD was never a panacea, though. Tim Leary 
had a mission of trying to turn on as many people 
as possible. Yet he once explained to me, for ex- 
ample, how he considered Nelson Rockefeller one 
of his failures. Seems Rocky was just too ass-deep 
into the world control game of his family tradition. 

Money to feed starving kids in Bangla Desh or 
Kentucky might have been a gift. Money to Henry 
Kissinger or William Ronan has always been a 
bribe. One of the missing links is cocaine traffic from 
Latin American colonies. The empire is stained 
with the blood of illegal snorting to make democ- 
racy safe for the coffee break. 


Manson was part of an overall military plan to 
infiltrate the counter-culture, from flower children 
to bikers—search and destroy—just like in a for- 
eign nation, which is exactly what they considered 


The Treasury Department even tried to set 
Hell’s Angel Sonny Barger up to kill Black Pan- 
ther Eldridge Cleaver, exiled in Algeria. Cleaver in 
turn imprisoned Tim Leary for fraternizing with 
CIA shills. Leary escaped again, this time to 
Switzerland. 











The scene shifts to Washington, D.C. Joanna 
Harcourt-Smith, espionage agent in the guise of 
international groupie, listens to the instructions on 
a cassette as her soul self-destructs in the process; 
then flies on taxpayers’ money to Switzerland, 
leading Leary by his cock to Afghanistan for her 
birthday, where he gets abducted. 

Joanna is then free to exploit her image as Tim- 
othy’s perfect love, in order to learn all she can 
about links to the underground. Her modus oper- 
andi is to fuck her way to the very bottom. She 
participates in several dope arrests along the way. 

There are spies only in the movies, right? So, 
one after another, official members of the white 
male hierarchy of alternative power line up to give 
Joanna head and information and money, all to be 
squandered in the name of Timothy’s freedom. 


Meanwhile, there are the diversions. Television 
is the American equivalent to Nazi Germany's Cab- 
aret. Do you mainline Midnight Special and Rock 
Concert? What, you didn’t attend Rhoda’s wed- 
ding? It was the legalization of fake liberation. 

Rhoda: who was spun off like a packaged planet 
from the sun-god Mary Tyler Moore. Mary Tyler 
Moore: who described herself on one show as “a 
newsman”—perhaps the only newsman on TV 
who wears false eyelashes, except maybe for Eric 
Sevareid. 

The dinosaur culture is thrashing its tail almost 
blindly, because it too wants to survive. Patron 
Billy Hitchcock snitches so he won’t have to go to 


jail. Pioneer Tim Leary snitches so he can get out 
of jail. 





During the Pentagon Papers trial, she was lit- 
erally Henry Kissinger’s political mistress. Now 
there’s a gathering at her home in San Francisco. 
A tape recorder is hiding in her closet with the 
other skeletons of a master plan to pervert a dream. 

Ghettoize the hippies, then feed ’em poison dope. 
If there’s a Woodstock, follow it up with an Alta- 
mont. Kill one at People’s Park in Berkeley, esca- 
late to four at Kent State in Ohio. Voluntary white 
niggers become the enemy. Tim Leary is recap- 
tured—a prisoner of war. 

Allen Ginsberg tries to warn Tim that Joanna is 
a double agent. Tim wants to get out of prison, so 
he suggests that Allen take over that project, but 
he replies “Negative.” Still, visions of Leary behind 
bars keeps haunting Ginsberg while he’s trying to 
meditate. And the poet is transformed into an in- 
vestigative reporter. 


But remember what Lenny Bruce said about that 
hot lead enema which forces confessions through a 
funnel up your asshole? It was in his honor that I 
called out, at the press conference to denounce 
Leary: “Judge not lest ye be stoned!” 

Finking may be a sour note in the love song of 
Timothy Leary, but the seeds he planted have not 
grown in vain. Obvious freaks don’t get assigned 
to any jury, but even straights are catching on. 
The Berrigan Brothers get off, Angela Davis gets 
off. The Wounded Knee Indians get off. And we all 
get off on their getting off. 





Gordon Liddy, who first prosecuted Leary as 
an initiation rite leading ultimately to Democratic 
National Headquarters, has been denied appeal. 
Richard Kuh, who first prosecuted Lenny Bruce as 
a prerequisite ‘to eventually hounding Abbie Hoff- 
man out of sight, has lost his bid to play the part 
of New York’s district attorney. 


True, Elmer Fudd remains as the CIA’s front 
man in the White House. (“Let’s get this pesky 
wabbit for the gipper!”’) If we were living in an- 
other country, the levels of emerging dictatorship 
here might be more clearly seen. How else could 
you describe a nation whose unelected leader had 
the ability to veto the decision of an elected legisla- 
ture refusing military aid for Turkey to attack 
Cyprus? That's the price of smack. 


Lieutenant Calley was serving the forces of a 
drug that helps put people to sleep. Tim Leary 
was serving the forces of a drug that helps wake 
people up. They both serve as signposts still, for 
the directions we choose to take every moment. 

We are a conspiracy of consciousness, We have 
better things to do than take sides over Sonny and 


Cher. 
GUUISGIN Ss 
NG Se 
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YOU LooKS \ ee 
LAK A MILLION ( 
MISTAH MISHKIN/ ) 
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(JECAUSE HE's BEEN A MODEL OF 










































































DECOROUS BEHAVIOR AT BERNDALE! 
ACRES SANITARIUM,NATE MISHKIN IS: 


OGRESS LATELY, 
HAS BEEN EXCELLENT, 








‘NOW UH NATE,T 
Ri HIS 


mmmlll 





SUPPOSE YOU 
SKETCH YOU 


RELAX DR. CHAMBERS, THOSE 
SHOCK TREATMENTS SNAPPED, 
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(YMRS. MISHKIN, 1M woRRIED ABOUT 
PYOUR HUSBAND: HE’S BEEN OVER BY 

THE PUNCH BOWL TALKING TO HIMSELF 
FOR HALF AN HOUR / 5 A 
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Leb o> (MASTER RACE-DRIVER FROM 
HOUSTON, TEXAS, WHO HAS WON MORE MONEY THAN 
ANY OTHER DRIVER IN HISTORY) WHEN HE DRIVES HIS 


BE FREE OF ALL OBJECTS, SO THAT THEIR REFLECTIONS 
IN THE WINDSHIELD WILL NOT DISTRACT HIS EYES! 


THEY SNEAK UP ON THE WINGED BANDIT | | AT AN ALTITUDE OF 
LATEST TERROR oF tHE ucom ReNesAres [THEIR VICTIMS FROM | | THEN EXECUTES AN | | OVER ONE HUNDRED 
DESERT 3 IN PowereD saucraer |ABOVE, ATTACHING A_| | IMMELMANN TURN, & 
LARGE ELECTROMAGNET| | THE AUTO 1S HOISTED 
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CLASSICS CRUCIFIED 


BOERS DOWN 


THE WINTER'S TALE 


COSTUMES BY “THE CHICARAWA” 


HE RASHLY DISPATCHES HIS TRUSTED LORD 
CAMILLO TO POISON THE ONCE-BELOVE? 
BOYHOOD FRIENP FROM BO! A 
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WIS HATRED AT FEVERISH PITCH, THE CRAZED 
KING QUARINTINES THE QUEEN, PeSPite 
HER PREGNANCY, = 

: Your 
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AS _|\5 GON 


THE INCARCERATED HERMIONE GAVE BIRTH TO A DAUGHTER. 
HER STAUNCHEST. FRIEND, PAULINA, PRESENTS THe BABY Tol 
HIM IN Hores HE WouLb SOFTEN AT SIGHT OF THE 
ROYAL SPAWN, BUT SHE IS SADLY MISTAKEN. 
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ACTHOUGH HIS QUEEN OUTWARD SHOWS 
HIM DEVOTION, LEONTES SUSPECTS THAT 
POLIKENES , A HOUSE-GUEST, HAS TAKEN 
TOO MUCH HOSPITALITY FROM HER. 
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CAMILLO, A 
SICILIAN LogD "7" 
ANTIGONUS 
Dato 
PAULINA, WIFE 
TO AMTIGoNUS 
FOUXENES, KING 
OF AIA 
FLORIZEL, PRIME 1... 9 
OF BOHEMIA 
OLD SHEPHERD vn 
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5 CAMILLO ALERTS POLIXENES.| 
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RIGHT NOW: WHEN 
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HIS LOATHING OF THE QUEEN FROMPIS HIM TO DESCeND To 
DEPTHS OF TYRANNY. x 




















RETURNED FROM PELHOS, MESSENGERS READ THE ORACLE’S 
DECREE, THOUGH THE SCEPTICAL SOVEREIGN SUSPECTS FRAUD 
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i 4 THAN THE DS6GU\9E? ZON OF 

ARTIFACTS OF REGAL BIRTH-RIGHT. BX, | Sy KING FOLIXENES, FLORIZEL! 
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ZOHEMIAN SHETHERD EARTENS Vf TS YEARS LATER, We See THAT, | [THe LAD Win Her 5 None ome 
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CAMILLO, NOW A TRUSTED SERVANT IN DISGUISE AS COUNTRY GENTLEMEN, THE Two ATIENP A FESTIVAL WHERE 
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NEW MASTER THAT THE ROYAL BLOOD THE COMELY, THOUGH LOWLY-BORN Lass. = 

ISIN DANGER OF BEING POLLUTED. 
HAW’D YOU UKE A CHICK = xs a 
WH SHEDS Davontee Myo) \7 SETS BOTS 
SITTIN? ON TH? THRONE? "DIS. VIL “SHEEP HOOK” 

« CED AER FACE MESSED OPT 





















































CAMIUD, ANXIOUS TO RETURN TD HIS NATIVE |] [AS PREDICTED, LEONTES EXTENDS A GRACIOUS WELCOME. HE 19 ESPECIALLY 
LAND» Zueeerte Mea IN SICILY TO THE DRAWN. IN BY FERDITA WITH HER REMARKABLE LIKENESs To HERMIONE 
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“A HAND JOB" © at spiegelman 1975 L 


HUH? LITTLE PEOPLE 
ON THE FINGERS ?!! 
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4A” Harrison Cady (1877-1970) is best 
remembered for his illustrations of 
Thornton Burgess’ childrens books and his 
Peter Rabbit comic strip. However, early in 
his remarkably long career, he produced a series 
of intricately drawn bugscapes that chronicled an 
alternate universe of insects, frogs and mice in 
the pages of Life (the humor magazine) and St. 
Nicholas Magazine that deserve to be retrieved Mr. Bug: STAND UNDER THE OTHER ONE 
from obscurity. The examples on this and the  W!5¥ 70 MAKE SURE wiicm 18 tHE MoxE mEcoM 
following pages first appeared between 1907 and 


1912. 
Illustrations courtesy of Woody Gelman/Nostalgia Press 
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Hiram Frog: TELL YoU WHAT, BETSY, THERE’LL HAVE TO BE A GUARDIAN 
APPOINTED FOR DEACON DRAKE. WHY, HE’S SO NEAR-SIGHTED HE’S BEEN TRYING 
10 SPARK WITH THAT WOODEN DUCK FOR THE LAST HALF HOUR. 


“sig! HOW DARE YOU PUT YOUR NECK AROUND MY WAIST 
ON A FIRST ACQUAINTANCE! ’ 
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A SPRING EVENING AT THE BEETLEBURG AMUSEMENT PARK. 





THE SUMMER SCHOOL OPENS IN BEETLEBURG 
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'AYE, His Two HunReED FiFTy Pounds| 
OF SUGNRTIT WAS WEDGED INTO 
“THE CAMPERS DINETIE..... 
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S. Clay Wilson 


s Tony L’Amigo stepped onto the 
back bumper of his red and white 
Dreamer camper home, the springs 
gave slightly and Tony thought he 


to his knees and crawled under the 
a) truck. Carnival sounds from the 

nearby midway swarmed in the hot 
Arkansas air, but under the truck it was dark, cool 
and quiet. Tony snaked one wiry arm up, grabbed 
the bumper, and pulled down until the springs 
winced. When he had pinpointed the squeak he 
rolled back up and dusted his ass. 

“You stupid bastard,” he muttered, and went 
inside. 

Faye, his two hundred fifty pounds of sugartit, 
was wedged into the camper’s dinette, eating coco- 
nut macaroons and watching television. As Tony 
came in an M.C. was saying, “No, I’m sorry, he 
was the King of Austria,” to a chorus of heavy 
groans. Tony went and got himself a beer. 

Faye finished the macaroon and slid a smoke 
from a pack of Camel filters beside her. “Who's 
minding the store?” she asked. She drew in smoke 





UNDS OF THE 
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and let the burning match hang in her fingers while 
she looked at him. 

He used the opener built into the refrigerator 
door handle to pry away the cap, then took a sip. 
“Got myself a town kid for an hour,” he said to the 
bottle. 

Faye gave the match a quick shake. “Another 
dead fish,” she muttered. Faye’d put up the dough 
for their outfit. 

Tony took another, heavier sip, then pushed up 
the mattress on the cab-over bed and got his tools 
out of the storage locker. “It’s only for an hour,” 
he said. He went out, letting the screen door slam. 

The welter of carnival sounds greeted him. The 
wobbly lilt of the carousel, the ratcheting start-up 
motors on the Boomer and the Rock-O-Plane, the 
harsh amplified voices of the barkers. Six weeks 
into the season and he was sick of them. He shut 
it out by thinking about the truck. 

He’d started the season as usual, peddling keys 
out of the back of his °58 Chevy wagon. But then, 
just a few days out of Fort Lauderdale, Faye’d 
asked him to help her find a truck. He came across 
the Dodge/Dreamer combo in Atlanta and it was 
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a steal. It went $3600 and Faye had the dough. 
Tony made a big deal out of driving it, checking 
the compression and so on, and impressed Faye. 
She invited him into the camper for seven-and- 
seven’s while she figured out how everything 
worked, 

The first thing they figured out was how to fold 
the dinette out into a bed. The next thing they 
figured out was how a little pecker like Tony could 
screw someone as big as Faye. That was when he’d 
first started worrying about the springs. 

Anyway, shortly after that Tony had sold his 
Chevy and key outfit to a midget named Longley, 
and moved in with Faye to help her run her basket- 
ball pitch and handle the truck. He hated hustling 
the basketball toss — usually he filled his slot with 
a local kid. But the truck? That was something 
else. 

Tony opened the hood and looked lovingly at 
the Dodge V-8. It didn’t need any work but still 
he couldn’t keep his hands off. Just like a lovely 
piece of butt. 

He was inspecting a small grayish deposit on a 
spark plug coil when the piercing wail of a siren 
caused him to look up. An ambulance was bounc- 
ing over the rutted parking lot, heading for the 
midway. Tony dropped the plug into the tool box 
and snapped the lid shut. Then he lowered the 
hood, locked his tools into the cab, and sauntered 
over to see the excitement. 


verybody was running to see what 
happened. Even some operators 
and pitch men were making for 
the ambulance. Tony arrived in 
time to see the attendants stuffing 
a loaded stretcher into the back. 
He couldn’t see anything else so 
he asked Jocko Pedrona what had 
happened. Jocko was all excited. 


“Ah shit,” he said, “this kid, this dead fish, 
Warner gets this town kid — Warner gets him to 
run his baseball pitch and the damn kid gets beaned 
setting up bottles. Now there’s a rube. Shit.” 

Tony lost interest like a punctured recap. “Big 
deal,” he said. He watched a minute longer, then 
walked away. He walked smack into Faye, who 
was standing with Lou Rath. 

“What's the rube?” Faye asked. 

“Ah nothing,” Tony said. “Kid got knocked out 
setting up the bottles.” 

Faye and Lou exchanged a worried glance. 

“No big deal,” Tony said. “More sucker bait.” 
He started back to the truck. 

“Where you going?” Faye shouted. 

“Gotta finish a job on the truck.” 

“The hell you say. You get your little ass over to 
the pitch. I’m getting half sick of your goddamn 
goof-balling.” 








Tony spun on his heel, a retort forming on his 
lips. But a look at Lou Rath shut his mouth. Lou 
billed himself as Doctor Wrath. His act consisted 
of wrestling a bear and there was very little hype 
about it. Tony quickly rephrased his reply. 

“You can’t go nowhere, I don’t finish it,” he said. 

Faye’s voice rose another pitch. “I don’t give a 
fuck about that now. Just get over to the pitch and 
and make us some dough.” 

Tony did as he was told. 

And he about had a shit fit when he got to their 
booth. The kid he’d hired was gone and so was the 
money apron. Tony’s guts starting churning. He 
kicked one of the balls back into the wire netting 
behind the baskets. He was swinging his leg to- 
wards the other one when the kid ambled up, wear- 
ing the apron. Tony damn near broke an ankle 
turning around. 

“Where the hell you been?” he shouted. 

The kid didn’t blink. “Jeezus,” he said, “that 
was Ben Carter.” 

“What?” Tony asked. 

“Ben Carter,” the kid said. “The coach’s kid. 
T’ll be goddamned if he wasn’t dead.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“That fella that was hurt. Ben Carter. Just 
about the best damn athlete we got. Or had. I’ll 
be goddamned if he wasn’t dead.” 

“Qh yeah?” Tony said. “Huh.” He looked off in 
the direction the ambulance had gone. 

“Wasn’t breathing that I could see,” the kid 
said. “Never knew a fella to get killed that way 
before.” 

“Oh yeah? Well, hey look, give me back the 
apron will ya? I’m taking it again.” 

The kid untied the apron reluctantly. “You said 
all afternoon.” 

“Yeah, but I changed my mind.” Tony fished 
some quarters out of the apron. “Here’s a couple 
bucks,” he said. 


The kid stared at the coins in disbelief. “Well 
damn all hell,” he said. “You said five bucks this 
noon.” 

“Yeh sure, five,” Tony said. “But I don’t tell ya 
to wander all over the lot either. You was gone, I 
lost a lot of dough. Next time stick with the pitch. 
I don’t give a fuck the ferris wheel collapses.” Tony 
made a few moves that emphasized the tattoos on 
his biceps. 

The kid spit on the ground, a little to Tony’s 
left. But then he walked away, his face red and 
angry. He got about ten steps off then turned 
around, “You goddamn carny son of a bitch,” he 
shouted. Tony went and sat down on a pop case. 

It was getting late in the afternoon. A cool 
breeze was coming up, and the sky was clouding 
over. Tony fished a well-worn denim jacket up 
from behind the pop case and put it on. A few 
suckers drifted by, but he didn’t get to hustle them. 

About eight o’clock Tony saw Colgnel Rawlings, 
owner of Rawlings’ Rides and Shows, working his 
way down the pitch line, talking to the operators. 

“Now what the fuck,” Tony thought. Down the 
line the pitch men were starting to pack in their 
camps. 
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He turned and ran for the midway. 


Rawlings came up to Tony. “We're striking, to- 
night,” he said. “Going straight to Sedalia.” 

“What the hell for?” Tony asked. 

“There’s going to be a stink about that kid. I 
ain’t going to be here for it.” 

“What'd he die or something?” 

“No. He’s paralyzed. They say. Anyway I ain’t 
waiting till they restrain me or some damn thing 
and I’m here all damn summer. Now go tell Faye 
we're striking the show.” 

Tony kicked the basketballs under the counter 
and headed for the truck. 

Above his head the clouds were still flared and 
streaked with the glare of the carnival lights. But 
around him the discordant carnival noise began to 
subside as the operators and pitch men began to 
shut down their rigs and strike their camps. By 
the time he reached the truck there was just the 
warble and wheeze of the carousel left in the air. 
and then that too was silent. Tony shivered a little 
at the unfamiliar quiet. 





e stopped at the door of the 
camper, suddenly unwilling to 
enter. And then he realized why. 
There, in the night, he heard the 
sound of the truck’s weak springs, 
that familiar, irritating squeak, as 
insistent as the chirp of a cricket. 
Carefully Tony stepped around to 
the side window of the camper and peered in. On 
the folded-out dinette bed, in a mammoth pile of 
churning flesh, Faye and Lou Rath were coupled in 
a furious passion. A vast confusion of anger and 
fear swept Tony’s body, backing him away from 
the window, away from the truck, from its steadily 
squeaking frame. He turned and ran for the mid- 
way. 


Up and down the midway angry knots of people 
were gathering as the carnies pulled up stakes, 
Here and there some of them began remonstrating 
with the operators. Suddenly a little whirlpool of 
violence showed where a fight had broken out. In- 
stantly, a half-dozen other little fights erupted, and 
spread, until a wild melee was surging up and down 
the midway, men and women fighting, running, 
cursing and screaming like harpies. Camps that 
had not been disassembled were set upon and torn 
to pieces by the mob. Tony saw a gangly kid run 
by with a pair of basketballs. He got to the booth 
as another kid was boosting a buddy up to get at 
the nets. Tony charged in to stop them. A dozen 
hands pulled him away, then fists began pummel- 
ing his body, and as he tried to fight he tripped, 
and plunged over backwards. He felt the coin 
apron tear away, and from the ground he saw 
someone swing it around in a swirl of silver quar- 
ters. He tried to get up, but a boot landed squarely 
on his face. There was a blinding flash, then dark- 
ness. 
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The next morning, on the Arkansas Turnpike, a 
72 Chevy van stopped to pick up a hitch-hiker. 
The driver was a woman with thick, muscular fore- 
arms, and close cropped auburn hair. The hiker, a 
thin, wiry young man, had obviously been in a 
fight. He wore a jean jacket over his bare chest 
and a blood-stained T-shirt wrapped around his 
head. 

They rode a while in silence. Then the driver, by 
way of friendliness, asked a question. 

“Hey,” she said. “Do you know anything about 
trucks?” 

The hiker stared at her, like he hadn’t heard. 
Then he started to laugh. His face was a mess, all 
bruised and banged around, and it must have hurt 
like hell for him to laugh. But he laughed anyway, 
and he laughed so hard it was like he couldn’t stop. 
He laughed until the tears came and you could tell 


by that alone how much it hurt to laugh. ef 
oe 
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HELLO, FOLKS! TODAY 
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SOLID AMERICAN FAMILY. HE. 
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Now BUNCH YOON 
‘CAN ONLY, HAD 


Arew Oru 








| Pec cms ws POP Ano now you MUST 
Poe binneR--ters J Be PUNISHED. 





| HEAR MEs., NEVER NEVER meweR™ / 


Tine. 





THE ART ASSOCIATION Til OLGA'S ANCESTORS SETTLED THIS 
INVITED ME TO MEET ia] LAND AND HELPED WEAVE THE 
RUEBEN NESS THE 5 NATION'S BREADBASKET. 
SCULPTOR i ar ME a 


7S Wi 


RIS RECLINING! 
NUDES ARE 
WONDERFUL 


NEBRASKA WOULD BE) 
VERY DULL WITHOUT 4 
THESE INVITATIONS. } 








y PELEE HAS 
| BREAK OUT IN eg R WR (COME To LIFE /) 
HIVES AT EVERY : 

RECEPTION, OLGA) % 








HEAVILY INTOXICATED...RUEBEN GIVES HIS LIKE HER ANCESTORS...OLGAS BREADBASKET 
AUTOGRAPH WHILE OLGA INDULGES HERSELF © WAS MEANT TO BE SEEN AND NOT HEARD... 
ON CHILI AND BEANS WITH FLUFFED EGGS SO SHE RUPTURED TO DEATH FROM. 

"AND GINGER ALE. 


REPRESSED FLATULENCE. qe é 











GLORIA IFT DONT © FcuRISsAKES DIDI] [TMA REGULAR LAUGHING Hanan Ramova? 
= STOCK YOU GOTTA RON TWEED THE BEST 
HELP ME}! PLEASE JH 

IM FEO UP wiTH 


LISTEN DEAREE., 
YOU GOTTA HE 


IF THIS HERE VooDoo 
Dowe DOES HER STUFF 
Lt HAVE TH’ LAST 
LAFF ON THAT QLD 


We GOTTA 
STICK TOGETHER 
GLORIA MM 


TROLLOP GLORIA! 








Tie GET you 
Ty FOR THISH! 















Pow JisT wuat inthe Hext is 0] [THere’s SometHan rotten 
This guy all ABour sf Sacramento./~ GAAW- DAMIT. 











by Aldo Bobbo 


Over THE WoRLD MAN SEARCHES 
FOR THE ALMIGHTY TRUTHS. WE 
HERE IN AMERICA ARE FORTUNATE 
FoR We Possess A TAULY PROPHENC 
ELEMENT RIGHT HERE AT HOME 











WY Jeezus 
you're UGLY! 
Listen if I Jist 
had A Nickel 


> GODAMN Polititians 
Honest days , tHey’RE ALL No GAW- 
WoRK THen Itt . DAMN Goon.’ 
become 2 BUM > more I could 
No... No... No, No é AFForD a bottle 
A PoEryTion! bi Of COFFEE. 









MINT? PROUDLY ANNOUNCES 
Tee FRO) TON TOUR 
DOLLAR] APRIN, 12, nai = 
VISIROr D, SRIUF-ADIDIRIESS. 
ATUL CARALOCS WILL BIE SENT 
ECE OF IRCXIROPS BIROM UN 
PORTION, ANT REAGONAINUS TAC- 
TMULUE WWUL WE CRIBISIRIPUILUIQ’ RISFUNG 
HERISS ALL YOU MANE TO DOs IN 2S 
ee Sa es are ieee Se 
S3O FOLGER, BEE BY, > QLTLOs 
Sse coms 
LETS, BACIETO-FOLILOW FEDERAL 
SO GET YOUR PENCILS ELAN @ IRBM- 


JEMIBERY DOINPP WIE LAE? WF OW 
AWN ASS TO GRINID OR AINE OVIOR 21 AINID 


GADE} f= 
bretcent ARASH 
PLUS | Sae 

MOSTRAD ESS $0319, ROIN SB : 
® We READER 
Ye tHe FIRST THEEE IssuES AND 
SOF THE GEST-SELLING COMIC 
eye Fe AVAILABLE FROM: 3 
AA. fog 243) | | | THE 
:: xa ii | | [FRANCISCo, 


























































;, MAIN P.O. BOX 4027, SAN 
CALIF 01 £ >» 


THINGS ARE MORE LIKE THEY ARE NOW THAN THEY 
NGA D-EISEMOMER, 


EVER WERE BEFORE.” oun 











HIGH QUALITY COMIC BOOKS 
DIRECT FROMTHE —,, 
CARTOONISTS TO YOu /!" — co0K Fom out se 
WRITE Fer FREE CATALOG. ENCLOSE S-A-S.E. 
P.O.B0x 40474, SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 2414O 





1K 














